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SAE WASTES? GYULAWA . AWS S LORNA 2 REXLLER, she examined it—it was one of Leland’s! The mark 


I Am Biind. 


They tell me that the earth is green, 
And that @ thousand flowers 
Upon her summer robe is seen, 
And in the twining bowers 
They tell me that tha sky is bine, 
And when steals on the ght, 
A thonsand stars the clouds peep thro’,— 
Oh! fur one gleam of of light! 





1 hear them speak of gushing rilla, 
And say ‘tis sweet to see 

nee along beside the hills, 

Like children wild with glee 
They teil me of the deep blue sea, 

f white-sailed ships upon its breast; 
But nanght can all those beauties be 

To her whom sight has never blest 





, 








I often hear the rushing sound 

Of birds upon the wing 
Sweet thro’ the air their notes resound; 
’Tis joy to hear them sing 





It seems to me they’re winged fiowers 
Just floating on the wind; 

They often haunt my fav'rite howers— 
i cannot see them—l am blind! 


The zephyrs fan my burning brow 
Sued oft the gentle breeze 

<isses my cheek—l hear it now 
Soft sighing mid the tre 

I’ve ofien wandered ont and tried 
The smal) spring flower to find, 

But e’en this pleasure am denied— 
lam blind—Ohb, | am blind! 


Then blame me not for being «ad, 
Nor chide me when I sich, 
r, tell me, can the heart be giad 
When darkened is the eye! 
Ah! no,—there blooms no joy for me, 
Sadness with my being twine, 
From all earth’s charms [ sich to flee 
In heaven, methinks Vl not be blind 


For 


~2seoeo+ 


The Dead. 
The dead are every where! 
The monntain side, the plain, the wood profound; 
All the wide earth—the fertile and the fair— 
Is one vast burial ground! 









Within the popnions street, 

In solitary homes, in places high, 

In pleasure domes, where pomp and luxury meet, 
Men bow themselves to die 


The old man at his door: 
The uaweaned child murmuring its wordless sonz: 
The bondmen and the free, the rich the poor, 
All—all to death belong! 


The sunlight gilds the walls 
Of kingly sepulehres inwrought with brass; 
And the long shadow of the cypress falls 
Athwart the common grass. 





The living of gone time 
3uilded their glorious cities by the sea, 
And awfnl in their greatness sat sub ime, 
As if no change could be 


There was the eloquent tongue; 
The poet's heart, the sayge’s son! was there: 
Ant loving women with their children young, 
The faithful and the fair. 





They were, but they are not; 
Suns rose snd earth put on her bloom, 
Whilst man, submitting to the common lot, 
Went down into the tomb. 


And still, amid the wrecks 

Of mighty generations passed away, 

Earth’s honest Srowth, the fragrant wild flow'r, decks 
The tomb of yesterday 


And in the twilicht deep, 
Go veiled women forth, like her who went, 
Sister of Lazarus, to the grave to weep, — 
To breathe in low lament. 


The dead are everywhere; 
} ver is love, or tenderness, or faith, 
eter ia pleasure, pomp, pride; where'er 
Life is or waa, is death. oe 


she had made upon it when she took it from: the bas- 
ket of the flower girl was there! This was at the mo- 


THE TWIN FLOWERS. 


ment an unfortunate discovery. She had heard that 


= ie es . | Charles fre , visited this family, and that he 
“Wirt vou buy my flowers?” said a neat looking | hartes frequently visit shes a 


; | even paid attention to Jane, but sne had never before 


ithe wirl, addressing herself to.a young lady in Ches- ; é ; z 
z : . believed it; aud now she shuddered at the idea of ad- 


nut street, and holding out at the same time a tiny ‘ : 
: ~ | mitting that rumor for once told the truth. 
basket containing sume choice roses: “they are new- ‘ : ; ” 
, , - Oe “Where did you get this pretty flower, Jane!” said 
lv blown, M here’s one that will look delightful ¢ ¢ 
r sne. 
twined among those pretty locks. '. : 
ts , . “Oh, a beau, to be sure,” said Jane archly; “don't 
“Notarose, my child,” said the youuglady, “there NA : 
: a i you see—a forget-me-not;” and as she took back the 
are thorns among them—but Fil take this litde flow- | - : 


, : ‘ lower she said, “*I should not like to tell you where 
er; it looks so lovely and so sweet; oh, its a forget- : 


o9 I got it; PH wear it on my bosom though:—come sing 
me-not 5 » 


q 


1 dearly love this pretty flower, 
r his own sake who bid me keep it— 
iL wear it in my bosom’s ——’ 





*Pardon me Miss,” exclaimed the child, “that flow- | | 
er is engaged.” | V 

“To whom?" 

“To Master Charles Leland.” 


“Charles Leland, indeed!” said the lady. ‘Well, 


“Hush Jane,” said Harriet, interrupting her; “my 
| head aches, and your singing distracts me.” 


i 


“Ah! its your heart,” said Jane, ‘or you would not 





but here’s another; whata beautiful pair!’ look so dull.” 


“They are Twin Flowers; they are both for that “Well, i 


it is my heart.” said Harriet, as she 
gentleman,” said the flower girl. turned to conceal her tears, “it does not become a 
“Oh, a fig for him,” said the young lady, but an’! friend to trifle with it.” 
arch smile played upon her lip as she said it, avi She intended to convey a double meaning in the re- 
something sparkled in her beautiful dark eye that told ply, but it was not taken, and as soon as possible she 
a tale her lips refused to utter; while she ingeniously | returned home. 
marked both the favorite flowers, and returned them) 4 sleepless night followed. Harriet felt that she 


was injured; and the more she thought about it the 
tripped homeward, leaving the flower girl to visit the | worse she felt. 
rest of her customers, 


to the basket; then choosing a bunch of roses, she 


She had engaged her hand to Leland 
| six months before; the time appointed for their union 
Love is impatient, and Harriet counted the tedious | was fast approaching ;—and he acting thus! 

minutes as she sat at her window and listened for the | 


“If le wants to be treed from his engagement,” said 
well known rap. 


The clock struck eight, and yet) she to herself, “L will give him no trouble:” and she 
| 


Leland did not appear; she thought he had been | sat down an! wrote a note, requesting him to discon- 
neglectful of late; but then the flowers; he knew they 


tinue his visits. She wept over it a flood of tears; but 
were favorites of hers, and she thoughtto receive 


she was resolute until she had despatched it to his ree 


them from his hand, and to hear him say—‘Harriet,| idence. Then she repented of it, and again reasoned 
| 


forget me not,” would be a sweet atonement for many | herself into the belief that she had done right. She 
trifling offences past. 








waited for the result, not without many anxiously 
But once the thought stole to her bosom,—perhaps 


they were destined for another! She banished 





cherished hopes that he would call for an explanation. 
it| But she only learned that the note was delivered into 
with a sigh, and it had hardly escaped her ere Charles | his hands, and about a month afterwards he sailed for 
Leland entered. She arose to receive him, and he 


England. 
gently took her hand. 





This was an end to the matter. Leland went into 
“Accept,” said he, “my humble offering, and for- | business in Liverpool, but never married; and Harriet 
get-me—" Harriet interrupted him as he attempted to remained single, devoted to the care of her aged moth- 
place a single flower on her bosom. | er, and the distressed around her. 
“Where is the other?” said she, as she playfully * * * “ * * & * 
put back his hand. | About twenty years after Leland left Philadelphia, 
A moment's silence ensued; Charles appeared en- | Harriet paid a visit to New York, and dining with a 
barrassed, and Harriet, recollecting herself, blushed | large company one day, an old gentleman, who, it 
deeply, aud endeavored to turn it off; but the flower | seemed, was a bachelor, being called upon to defend 
was not offered again, and Charles had only said “for- | the fraternity to which he belonged, from the asper- 
get-me!” 





| sions of some of the company, told a story about Phil- 
This could not have been all he intended to say, | adelphia, and a courtship and an engagement, which 
but mutual reserve rendered the remainder of the e- | he alleged was broken off by his capricious mistress, 
vening cold, formal, and insipid; and when Leland | for no other reason than his offering her a sweet new 


took his leave, Harriet felt more than ever dissatis- | blown forget-me-not, six weeks beiore she was to have 


fied been his wife. 
As it was not yet late in the evening, she resolved | “But was there po other cause?’ asked Harriet, 


to dissipate the melancholy that this brief interview, | who sat nearly opposite the stranger, and eyed him 
in spite of all her efforts to laugh at it, had left on her | with intense curiosity 

mind, by spending a few minutes at a neighbor's,| ‘None, to my khaowledge, as heaven is my witness,” 
where three daughtess were her most intimate com-| was the answer. 
| panions. 


“Then what did you do with the other flower?’ 


| The youngest of these ladies was a gay and inter- | said Harriet 


| etsing girl; and was the first to meet and welcome her | The steanger gazed in astonishment. It was Le- 
young friend, gut as she held out her hand Harriet land himself, and he recognized his Harriet, though 


discovered a little lower im it;—it wasa forget-me-not! | almost a quarter of a century had passed since they 








66 


had met. Before they parted, the mischief made by 


the twin flowers was all explained away, and 


might 
have been years before, had Charles but said he ha 
lost one of the forget-me-nots, or had Jane said sh 


had found it. 





The old couple never were married, but they cor- 
responded constantly afterwards, and Lalways thought 





Harriet looked happic r alter this meeting, than she 


ever did befor 





Now I have oaly to say atthe conclusion of my sto- 
ry, tomy juvenile readers; never let an attachment 
be abruptly broken off; let an interview and a candid 
explanation speedily follow every misun lerstanding 
For the tenderest and most valuable affections whe: 
won will be the easiest wounded; and believe me, 
there is much truth in Moore’s sentiment:— 

“A something lieht as air—a look 
A worl unkind or wrone!y ta 
The love that tempest nev hook 

A breath—a touch—like this has shaken.” 





— ~2.cooo 
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Letters to my Ideal Correspondent: 
NO. 4. 
Tis is the glorious autumn time. Let me take y 
by the hand and lead you forth, This warm atmos 
phere seems to me like a solt invisible web, transm 


ling the sunlight and receiving its pale goldt 








Io the summer the sun-rays fall in ardent 
light and heat, meeting no resistance; but now ies 
tremble and glimmer solily through the earth sin 
ible veil, which has caught the wings of a thous 
spe cies of humming insects in its fine snare, t y 
them struggling; and their faint erics make a 
musical chorus; while the falling of some [ales a 


detached leafin its wavering descenia 


sto tie ‘ 
citement and makes avother soun:t pot out of har \ 
with their still small clamor, as it breaks its way 
the woof of sunbeams and the other unseen Uirea's 
shadow. 

Now is the time when sermons are preached !)y 


ture; notthe cold, forbidding, heart-chilling s« 


of the decay of every thing beautiful row | 
sach religion—but a beautiful preacher is nature 
in theory, butinexample. The sleep of rest w 
precedes her resurrection to existence again, . 


her well prepored, all her labor done, her erows 
honor and of glory upon ber brows, her children 
ered with plenty, asmile of beauttiul repose | ' ' 
countenance, ant the language of peace ani | 
speaking from every feature. Iler work is pes 
nothing has beew lefi undone, an] she dies away 
sleep more lovely than wien she awoke to li 
This is the season of delights; of @rateful warnit 


of rewal hu s, ot ple Sant Souris; 











too, of nights vamatched i brilli ¥ any 
whole year. The soft, mellow, delicious atmiosphe 

of day strengthens, an! grows clear, iat yan 
fying The pl nets brichter than ever, the stars 
more countless and glowing, the fullmoon more go! 
en, and the young moon more dream But f ea 
not, no I cannot express what my heart is saving, is 
feeling, in praise of glory-crowned autunin 1 look 


sutof my window, and across the way isa row of w 





ving locust trees, their restless branches mak 
changing shadows upon the gr e] walk li seemst 
me like the shalows io u soul s> thaw Phe) 
start, tremble, waver and letin ae! ' liet; clo 
! oe ' . aha ‘ 
aa 1 ceeper snauow 5 ceeus;, an tius econ 

' ' 

vally alternating they wake u> Urat delicious gloor 
#{the spirit which is not gl 1, but rapturous sal- 





“Fie, fie,” whispers the stately MAUD, bending o 
ver my shoulder. **Why AURETTA, you are writing 


the most prosaic prose imaginable. 


i 
going to have a ramble, and then you shall finish | 
your letter; aod I know it will be bettered by the de- : 


Come! we are | 


Che Amaranth. 


lay.” SoT leave you, Eriueeea, for an hour, with | 
the h ype that Man's ‘ mav be verified. | 


Here Lam avam, an ywucertully refreshed by my 


exercise But first Tronust tell you how nicely I have 
fixed myself tor we My little table drawn close | 
tot Win w se which I MCUPV, 18 COVE red with 
papers an ysoss containing favorite passages, or| 
works of poetry, a few flowers are in my hair, their 


reseuce iss ivening; a little footstool adds to the 
comfort ot imy posttion, and I have arranged the dra 
wer 1 window around myself and table so as to 
sere i ' ) observation, und let the sun in uy n| 
vi} prison. Ah, all is now so nice! 
\ constructed a most convenient little hot- 
un were only of the floral kind.” says 
tin laughingly as he pass s by 
\ | y she feels the g Ll influence her in- 
\ + thrown around herself.’ answered May 
: “the sunlight is as necessary to our hearts as 





whisper: but I must not listen, or I shall 
> wuility ol de 1 to you the ma } 
end our Ww 1 are now lo 
i ienou > colle ut rele ia sUPs 
- ut reading or conversation parties I 
r un have exi ! We hav By m, Moore, 





W ordsworth, Coleridge: and Te nnyson, Cr 


3 mnefellow the livi and the de ud p € ts 


1 us with their different and similar influen 
How LT love the simple, quaint, irrezular Col 


' +} \ 
ere 3 something in Gis very linperiections 


ly bewttching 


ping over the mournful death of poor Keat A. | 

' that young hearts can be brok iby e dness, by 
insympathizing spirit ofthe world; and alas! that 
e world vents its bitter yustice so much upon j 
sensitive of the human tr , thos WwW | 


But many are now joined ia the world of spir 
we have my to rea “bare 
Tennyson wins on my heart by his passionate spiri 


lity; the most rarely attained, and T thiak the least 








| 
Longfellow seems to write fi wn clear, sound heart,| 
| 
| 








la gentle imagination. Te comes to our every y 
rhts with the niost grateful Images; So quiet, s 
‘ sed He tells us to four ! 
1 
Feelings of sal nd ug, 
That net t | 
And r bie sorr ’ 
As the mi rt ib 
And he bids us when feeling thus, to 
I i from 2 ald poet 
W r { t hea } 
4 show fro t} ! la of auimmer 
Or tears i » eyelid 
\ i st u, that | 
fhe night shall be filled with musie, 
< fold their t t! Araha 
ui as s ithy stea ‘ } 
\ tis more grateful than s ir is? Ji 
iv hitls ou } its WILK i ve in 
tenderly am our heart strings 
9 ma) i | rth il p wt. tho 
} s hon just om ¢ tl ) 
vos L. BLT s her reite 1 ma ! 
an ' t lio of the lo vy EXRNESTIEN as she 
m wal nd T kun well i Men 
‘ Who ) 
Vv y \ 4 t ‘ t ‘ sei . 
\ tie f ) i j I V 
Landow’s 4 1 and poetry, pays 
tribute of sur ! is, wham ‘ 


rtal and moral, in her 


| imagination belouyg I a there in this to 


occasion scorn? Is such | ly than the love | 
however unwortbily bestowed which meets an appa- | 
rentreturn? Is itthe expressed bitterness of a proud | 


or sensitive spirit then that excites their malevolence? 


Fie! men are at the best tyrants and cowards, (your 


pardon my lordly readers,) exacting more of us weak 





creatures than themselves are capable of. I shall take 


ERNESTIEN tv task when an opportunity offers, and 
he may not curl his lip contemptuously ata word 
from MiIRiAM again. 


We have Miss Bremer’s Ron s under course of 
reading at present. How one admires, fears, coa- 
demns and pities her Sara, in her novel of Home. 


And again, Vi a, t ldess am 


x heroines, bow 





ne loves her! While we admire her strong- minded 
Sister, We are yetatt lasts what rev hed by her 
ris wing spirit; while Nina the sacrifice, ob 
Ww iul s seen) Hervey, her lover, bears a 
character which makes him a Goct among men Oo, 
why there not exist hi nterpart? May Ines 
er incur the responsibility of authorship!—and yet 
we l te like by t 1 Br t reat > me 








th vy f doin 
Mina plays the guitar, and is at this rt 
sit ur to its ne npaniment one of her own s 
ua LRNESTIEN, who for some reason seems to re 
rmore closely than our other ladies usually, 
r her with an expression in wl his 
ral ru is being lost in something of a more se 
i sor earnest natu W hile others gather about 
her and he, and Lalo remain aloof, Jet me listen 
Il is the sone— 
Th ¥ . 1 yy 
Her Mig \ too high 
She t wht to ha niered 
' 
rh i cy 
Her pinion is sinking 
More low and more low; 
4) ' iipal 
f 
dher i» hely for thy woe. 
An eag y s onward, 
His « tet in, 
No more will | Falte 
Till heaven is won 
On. upward, he goeth 
With light on his wings, 
Till awny in the ether 
Hlis t h rt 
i love’ = 1 thy ns 
‘a *) 
Faint t in mid " 
Phou t t 
Thue, t 3 1 ! aniri’ 
‘ 1 ht 
But . } ‘ 
fh weak 1 of mina 
Hal t " fh 7 - a9 
' th trer 
I 
Ha 1} ut loncth 
ERNESTIEN turn vay.a murine mething Pp: 


contempt of the 


AURETTA 
--—eoo 


Impressions; of Picty. 


KNOWLEDGE, yl the mind of youth, by the 
} ! moni ta i we ney y of home, 
tto tuke a de rroott 1 ‘seed sown by the 
\ J its who wr with their own per . 
} it est ts of their chil 
hearts; who t nottot hand hirelings 
t ret, | st indeliile impressions; wil 
least } rst t \ t scrolls 
to n ’ rw they read it ie 

eternity 

o-oo > 

Ciuristranivry di! aot come from heaven to be the 


ymusement of an idle hour, to be the food of mere im- 
bh 
ment.” No; it is intended to be the guide, the cons 
panion of all our hours; it is intended to be a geric us 
occupation of our existence, 


ination; tobe “asa very lovely Song of one that 


th a pleasant voice, and playeth well upon instra 












































: A maran t ly. 
WASSELLVS), 


* The only Amametnine tower on, Ranh h— Wie; The Honored Dead. 


Noti ce. welome to the 
Ir ia but proper to state that Nos. 3,4, and 5 of “Letters 
bo my Ideal Correspondent” were written some six weeks ago } 


RRR RES BLES ES EL er sorrow 


We gaze 
in vain for many be 
come they not from 


tot the emorac 






































return 


spow your talan 


love 


the | 





volunter 


! andl familiar faces. W 
Why meet they 


a) 
yatlie 








s of their loving fri 





THe following eloquent pussage from a speech ot 
| 


Prentiss, pays a noble tribute to the honored dead 


rs, by Hon. 5S 


“But alas! the joy of our meeting is mingled with 


{ ranks and see 


n ts ? A year ac 








| tuier ss yppething 





The Beauty of Childhood. 





A LOVELY woman isan objectirrisistably enchant- 


an the austere grace of manhood fills the soul 





of human natur 





with a proud sense of the maj sty 


less earthly and more inti- 





| to our holiest imaginings in the purity 


' Its hapowv and affectionate feelings are unchecked 


A 


thought or one cold suspicion. Its 


Littl ' : face betrays each emotion of its heart, 


iy 


y 
) | ancl i . varent as the silvery cloud-veil of a 
itshows all the light within 

















} + he « rvove ' 1 ’ ; It is as 
ee he ali dines I saw them march forth beneath their country’s ban- ; ; ”. 
2 cic eg etal er pe wag <c- soar | or. fats bioew: tits a shina vite minal le | fear! nt in its waking hours as in its quiet 
Phat ev inwarl imoulse moves, jner, fa of lusty lite, with buoyant hearts aud nob ; : 7 I 
A “ est aj art , , | ] ves every | sniiles on all. 
nae Hs ines aia emulat Where are they now? Where is brave we Seeder les 
tut elier far t iral spat, ’ : ' =e : 2 
r r ' > : yay i zed upon a beautiful child with a 
Wi ft L used co roan McKee, inypetuous Yell, noble Ringgold, intrepi4 . : eu 4 
4 easures il unforgot F ‘ 120s nly « led in intensity by that of youthful 
ya + . ' ay Hardin, accomplished Hamer, chivalrous Clay, gal _— s nea ey oh Sede 
and my ehiidhoud’s ho I ) 
‘ - ; aie lant Watson, with hunclreds of their noble comrad« ; ; ; 
THERE is no place b s the azure vault of Meav- j , i " at such is nearly stifled with mixed 
As ; whom we meet not here? 3 
en, around which the memory clings with such ton Ah! J = | ar letived wenibn one tiiekly | mo sot ess, admiration and delight. It al- 
‘ : : vt T see it all—your laurel wreaths are thickly : hes 
collections, as the cherished spot of chil 9 2 ' Sod with reflection. I can fully sympathize in 
: ‘ ; A entwined with cypres the dead cannot come tot + as i 
home. Whetver that home be the gaucy na , \ : ; rt ' IT tove all lovely children, and 
ro ; f , Danquet. Alas! alus! for the noble dead! If we , cai P 
juxury r th le ¢ . ) ' ‘ : ! ie | to imprint a thousan isses upon 
“” ' ' ar cannot welcome, we will weep forthem. Our tea ies I 
rears its noble columns tat stic splendor ov te ' a ', though met, perhaps, but for a mo- 
I fast and free: but they flow rather for the | z : . piven? ; # me 
mmanding eminence of the lolty bill stce, or meerty ; a , ' “autre or on treet, and passing from 
: . ; . the dead; for the desolate firesidcs, bereay di cates at, sad 
rests on t flowery banks of so purling stream tha 6 ' . ‘ ‘ i , til »ra‘iant shadow, to be seen no more. 
, ; . f their cherished and loved one for the bow ails Oe , 
winds its vlering course through the fertile v ‘ ee ' ; j s 1 aopearance ofa child of extraordinary 
re , 1 ' 1 \ ther, the heart-broken mother, the SobviIng sister, t | re . 
bid from th 1 binans haughty gor ry the vert of ' . . » ¢ su the spirit like a flash of light, and 
' hall rantic wife, and wondering children. For them ' : 
poverty; st er ers around its hallowee pt . n supa traia of thoughts, as sunbeams seat- 
' ah ; “Tale - weep, and not for the noble dead. We envy = ae seehcice < 
cincts the hearts acoration of pleasure Leetng as the , : ' Fo . . the : ts of morning; while th ir changing looks 
: r ae Gloriously died they, those whor 
ie wind. Tt s charms 1 eochanting Ura the ; ; vets es © i ford a iil feast to every eye that has a true 
e ie" their sOulsin battle. They fulfilled the hig 2 
littering mn nti istcities that dazz n gor- : .  Z t wn ) 11% 
b : Gest : mankind owes the world:—they died for it 2 7 
us yeauty, th pol . res i | ree a = . ~=—>e-> 
6 r a try I fell upon strickea fields which their ¢ 
, shies ) Wi len wi er 
tin wasnt . ane” ' helen. . Sh The Love of Flowers. 
met é‘ valor had already half won. ‘T ju vi 
novers 1 i i big wy 7 
= . . rd Of victOry Was iu their ears, and their dyintl gaze s 
| 184) nor * } t ‘ d 
’ ! ‘ > 5 . Wee ' a al &Who d not love a flower! 
+ j } men Vuoty UPON Triuiiphant stars ei Burl 
anu humble spout than the wey revelriecs and vain ui I+ P { +} + 
ae ' : , 1 its 1 from the ight 
' ‘ : er eae Honor roal honcr to the rave who ba 
lurements of tie wo ibroa ma RE a, aE Which sa r eun flings pure and brig 
New scenes ie distant lands, with gorgeous beauty i =e ws ‘ ttered and prismatic hnes 
in rich attire, moy “stir the faecing heart” and len! _——— Phat smile and shine in drooping dews— 
‘ Tint (hetetiantt< : . 
finals Tasulbe to the thouchia! ut these ave ¥ ve What Christianity Teaches. Its fragrance from the sweetest air— 
’ . of les form from all that’s sweet and fair.— 
must pat b stie witiere leaf on t Cry _ } ’ 
HRISTIANI i tt i t ) ' 
: TY teae tto s Who does not love a flower?’ 
eam I v spread mead, With Its War Cohty nossession its te * = 
ving | t svivan et . with is stately f rovi : r our really | ; ‘ : Frowens, of ail created things, are the most inno- 
> . . es ) ) really to , OT cvVeEen iy 
, - - ce | «a ! andl most sunerbly ec nlex—n = 
of aspi et es th ishing stream, with its soo a i ees ide ent an mple, and most superbly complex play 
‘ > ir ! wa this tim: Chen a 
rippli melody—t towerlng mountain, with its rt bvéan a0 ttainment ie reailthoou ornaments for the grave, 
ssid i ea ee ae Bene aad . ey luved by the wandering idiot, and studied 
| > ° I : rot t | v c aie . . 
thaw ah chitdhood’s hom : : » thinking man of science! Flowers, that 
Fs in he who st ', a ' yfod y l 
Al ' ve ! iwmany ©) ; : sing things are most pevishing; yet of all 
ha al ‘ 3 e F. 
fields of s | ss, al is countless ; ¥ thius the most heavenly! Flowers, that un- 
° ) \ \ ’ in ntatta . i ' 1 1 i} 
fair as t esddéss . nure os the n , ‘ expand to heaven their grateful and to maa 
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are the reflections of boyhood’s days—how pleasant | iu our power to per 
the scenes of childhood’s home. 
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form—for who can tell how soo 


| the hour may come when repentance cannot be fol- | lengthenin 
lowed by reparation. 





»| our evening sun shall be down, when 


roiling 
{ =] b ° 


x shadows shall “point towards morning,” 





our 





and we shall be locking forward to an eteraal sabbath 
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The True Wife. 





Tue death of a true wife is beautifully drawn in 
the annexed portrait by Channing: 

“Her reserve and shrinking 
over her beautiful character. 


delicacy threw a veil 
She was little known 
beyond her home; but there she spread around her 
that soft, pure light, the preciousness of which is nev- 
er fully understood till it is quenched, Her 
gentle wisdom, her sweet humility, her sympathy, 
which though tender, was too serene to disturb her 


calm, 


clear perceptions, fitted her to act instinctively, and 


without the consciousness of either party, on her hus- 


band’s more sanguine ardent mind. She was truly a 
spirit of good, diffusing a tranquilizing influence, mild- 
ly to be thought of, and therefore more sure. 

The blow which took her 
which time could not heal. 


ued so that he ave gone 


from him left a wound 
Had his strength contin- 
could h from the house of 
mourning to the haunts of poverty, he would have es- 
caped, for a good part of the day, the sense of his be- 
reavement. But 
how sent him w 


a few minutes walk i 
There 

eye which had so long brightened at his entrance was 
to shed its wild 


ito the str 


earied home. the hovering 


beam no more. There the voice that 
daily inquired into his labors, and like another con 
science had whispered a sweet approval, was still.— 
There the sympathy which had pressed with tender 
band his aching head, and by its nursing care 
postponed the hour of exhaustion and disease, had 
gone. eed left alone; for filial love 
and reverence spared no soothing offices: 


ha } 
ha 
He was not iad 
but these, 
though felt and spoken of as most precious, could not 
take the place of what had been removed. This great 
loss produced no burst of grief. It was still, 
sorrow, the feeling of a mighty 


which the spirit can cast off. 


se, 
void, the last burden 
His attachment to life 
from this moment sensibly declined. In seasons of 
peculiar sensibility he wished to be gone. He kept 
near him the likeness of his departed one, and spoke 
to me more than which he had 
found in it. He heard her voice from another world, 
and his anticipation of that world became more vivid 
and touching.”’ 


once of the solace 


+ 2oo oe ooo 


Beware how you Use it. 


ALL admit the great influence one sex has over the 
other. None will deny the influence the wife has over 
the husband, 
over the brother; but while you know that you pos- 
sess that influence, you should be 


the mother over the son, or the sister 


careful, very care- 
ful, in what way you use it. 
will not 


measures. 


Man, in the majority of 


cases, be conmmmanded or coerced into any 


Tenderness, persuasion and affection may 
accomplish much; while a diflerent will 


trange him farther from you. 


course 


Oh! how the words of a convicted criminal should 


ring in your ears:—"One kind word, one affectionate 


look from my wife would have saved all this.” 
Wife, if fall cast him not aside; 

proach him not with bitter words, but by kindness win 

him back; 


given, 


thy husband re- 


remembering, that as you hope to be for- 
you must also forgive, 

Mother, wife, daughter, beware how you set temp- 
tation before those who are near and dear to you.— 
How many a man has been lured to intemperance by 
the glass presented him by woman. 

Wife, make the home of thy husband a happy 
sort for him from the cares and troubles of life; 
him ever receive from you 








re- 
let 
a cordial weleome—he may 
be perplexed with many cares and troubles that he 
may desire to keep from you, fearing it would cause 
sorrow and grief—for in so doing, you keep him from 
resorting to places for company and enjoy ment, where 
qhe seeds of lissipation and ruin may be sown, 
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| TAE WOWOAVYY. 
How to get Cheap Boarding. 
| WE were told the following story aday or two 


since, by a gentleman, who, we presume, was on the 


We pub- 
lish it for the benefit ot those gentlemen whose pock- 


spotator about the time of its occurrence. 


ets are not filled with rocks generally—and most par- 
ticularly for the aniusement of our worthy hosts of the 
Astor House and City Hotel in the village of New 


York. The joke is too good to be lost. 
“John!” 
“Ves sir 
“Carriage at the door.” 


John ran %t 


» the door and returned with a large 
trunk, apparently not very heavy; behind came agen- 
tleman whose appearance was decidedly millionaire. 
He entered his name simply as Mr. Slide, New York; 
laying down his pen, he said to the landlord 


vant the very best accommodation your house 
»rd—the I should 
a parlor and a bed-room on the same floor.” 
“That you can have, 
he Astor. 
“John!” 





very best for my money. 


sir,” 


said our worthy host of 


“Ves sir.” 
Every now being fairly arranged, our gentle- 

was shown to his room by the servant 
John, wh._a we occupied unmolested for the space of 
ten days, ordering everything which his fastidious 
taste desired; 


man Mr. = 


wines of the very best and oldest brands 
were ordered and sent up to him; meals furnished in 
his apartments, and extra servants were at his call. 
At the expiration of ten days our gentleman handed 
the servant John a fifty cent piece, requesting him to 
give itto his master. Here matters stood a day or 
owo, when the landlord thinking this small payment 
might possibly be a hint for him to present his bill, ac- 
cordingly ordered it made up, 


son. 


and presented in per- 
On entering his room, our host found Mr. Slide 
seated in the rocking chair, with his fect resting in a 
smaller one; beside him wasa table with three bottles 
of old wine—his favorite brand, a few segars, &c 

“Good morning, Mr. Slide,” says our host. 

“Good morning, sir—good morning;” replied Mr. 
Slide ;—*very glad to see you; been excellently ac- 
commodated ; 
this; 


attentive ; 


never better in my whole 
good table, 


life; first rate 


house, good wines, good servants, 
very intend to send all my friends here; 
will surely; really, sir, never was so well treated for 
my money—have had every luxury which heart could 
wish; wants been perfectly satisfied, and—” 

Our host here cut off his adulation by 


presenting 
his bill. 


“I thought,” said he, “I senses hand in my bill— 
here it is—amount $87,374 cents.’ 
| “My bill, did you say ?—my bill! Why, sir, | have 


paid it—paid all I agreed!” 
“To whom did you pay?” 
“Sir, [paid your servant John; I gave him fifty 


cents, and told him to hand it to you; 


let’s see: yes, 


it was day before yeste rday. This was every cent I 


L had when I came here. 


had Mis 


BP told you [ want- 
ed the very best accommodation for my money, and I 
supposed all along L was having it. This bill really 

r, | cannot pay—sorry you expect it.” 

At this stage of proceedings, our host of the Astor 
m, and cut Mr. Slide short by 
joke was so well played 
him his bill and fifty 
he would call on his friend 


began to see his 





positi 
telling him that as the 


he would give cents, provided 
Jennings of the City Ho- 


tel, and play the 


same game with him. 

“My good sir,’ said Mr. Slide, “I will do any | 
thing for you;—you have been so very kind; any 
thing you wish; but really, sir, T cannot do that: it 
would not be fuir— Wr. 


Jennings gave me the fifty 





cents ial told me to come here!” 

“John!” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Take this gentleman's baggage from No. —, order 
a carriage, and take him wherever he wishes to go, 
—free.” 

*VYes sir.” 

The last we saw of Mr. Slide, he was sliding—up 
Broadway." 


--7-eo 


Hands of! 





Poui1y {p, the former wife of Michael J, is ad - 
vertised in a western paper, as having eloped. Mi- 
chael will recover Polly we hope, for though it is 


not said whether she is [jsome, she is represented 
Mrs. TP could tell 
left Mr. [ P 


At any rate, as she 


as being very [7y. Probably if 
her own story, she would say she 


cuffed. 
whit to be roughly ] 


for 
being too freque gene 1 


is described, she ot le 


+-20oe+ 


Good Advice 


A Goon story is told of a Yankee who went for the 


first time to a bowling alley, and kept firing away a 


the pins. to the boy, who, so 


the 


imminent perif of the 
far from having 
pins, was 


the ball, 


out touching 





anything to do with “setting up” 


actively at work in an endeavor to avoit 
which rattled on all sides of the pins, with- 


them. At length the fellow seeing the 
predicame nt the boy 
yall: 


A 
“Stand In among the 


was in, yelled out, as he let 
drive another | 
pins, boy, if you don’t want 
to get hurt.” 
cimeaidneemtliee 
March of Education. 


Nor 


town in a neighboring State met for the purpose of 


a great while ago. the school committee of a 
examining a candidate who presented himself as a 


preceptor to “teach the young idea how to shoot.” 
After some interrogaturies, the following geographical 
question was asked— 

“In what zone do you live?” 


“Zone! 


tion lives in a zone? 


zone!--do you think aman of my educa- 


I live in a house.” 


= —-_ = » eo 


“IT strikes me——" beran an orator 


“Theo why don’t you strike it back?” inquired a 
sailor among 


g the audience. 
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